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Where am |? 


The room was hot, and George Lynch was disoriented as hell. He could feel ropes digging into his skin, and he 
wondered what the ever-loving hell had happened last night. He was gagged, and his whole body ached. 


What have | gotten myself into? 


George didn't remember anything from the night before. He assumed he'd gotten drunk, snorted coke with Jeff, 
and gone off with a girl who'd had her way with him (and in a big way, he thought, he'd never woken up like 
this before.) He liked for a woman to take charge; he found it hot. He'd never been gagged before, though. He 
tongued at the rubber ball and wondered if he'd liked it last night. He didn't like it now. 


He shifted, only to feel the bonds on his wrists tighten 


Fuck. 


He looked down. Roped were crisscrossed over his chest and stomach, and he was completely naked. No blood, 


no visible damage. He was hard as a rock, though, his cock flushed and leaking. 

He whined around the gag. How the hell was he gonna get himself out of this? He yanked at the ropes, growling 
when nothing happened. George was strong, but he had been tied down well. He wasn't getting loose without 
help. 

Sweat trickled down his face and into his eyes, making them burn. He wanted to strangle whoever had left him 
like this. He was sure he'd probably loved it last night, but now that the high had worn off, he was humiliated. 


Humiliated and turned on, for some god-awful reason. 


A knock on the door and George panicked. What if it was Don? He'd rather die than have Don walk in on this. He 
didn't make a sound, hoping that A) the door was locked and B) whoever it was just went away. 


"George?" Jeff Pilson's raspy morning voice filtered under the door. "George, the bus leaves in two hours, 


better get your shit packed." 
George fought the urge to let out a muffled yell and instead laid still and quiet, hoping Jeff would just leave. 
No such luck. 


George heard Jeff try the door, and to his dismay, it swung open, and the bassist's strawberry blonde head 
poked into the room. Jeff's already big eyes widened into bright hazel saucers, his mouth dropping open 


"George, man, what the fuck?" Jeff slipped inside and closed the door behind him, the lock clicking. 
George whined pitifully, turning his head away so Jeff wouldn't see the hot blush spreading across his face. 


"Hold still” Jeff commanded, hovering over George and carefully reaching behind his head, fingers shaking as he 


fumbled with the buckle 

"God" George sighed in relief as Jeff's gentle hands pulled the gag away. "Thanks: 
"Dude, what happened?" 

"No idea. Can you get me loose?" 

"Yeah" Jeff's eyes drifted down George's body, stopping at his swollen cock. "Ouch 


George moaned and buried his face in the pillow as best he could. 


"Please, Jeff. Just get me loose and we'll pretend this never happened. There's a knife in the pocket of my 
jeans; | think they're on the floor on the other side of the bed" 


Switchblade in hand, Jeff leaned over George to work at the web of ropes crossing his midsection, and as he 


did so, a liHle baggie of white powder fell from his shirt pocket, landing on George's chest. 

‘Cops: 

Some had spilled, and Jeff met George's eyes, a timid smile tugging at the corner of his mouth 

"Can 1?" Jeff asked. 

George knew what Jeff wanted. 

"Not off of mel" George whined. “I'm already humiliated enough!" 

"Why are you humiliated?" Jeff asked, cutting away the ropes holding George's ankles 

George coughed. 

"Uh, because someone saw me like this? You would be mortified too!" 

"Not if it was you. Someone else, maybe, but not you. I's okay, George. | won't do coke off of you if you dont 


want me to. But | also don't think you should be humiliated. You're my best friend. I'm not judging you, now or 


ever.” 
"Jeff." 


"Shhh." Jeff dumped more of the coke on George's chest and used the edge of the baggie to scrape it into a 
ragged line. "Please?" 


"Okay" George said "Are you gonna untie my hands or what?" 

"Not yet" Jeff smiled wickedly and sniffed up the first line. "C'mon, relax. You're all tense. 
"Maybe because lm tied up and naked while my bandmate does coke off of my chest?" 
"Excess at its peak Isn't this what we always wanted? We're living the dream, Georgie” 


Jeff sniffed up the second line, and George started to feel the ache for the drug tingling in the back of his 
throat. 


"Jeff, untie me. | need some." 


"| gotcha" Jeff licked his finger, swiped it through the powder, and held his hand in front of George's face. "Lick 
it up." 


What? 

"No way, Jeff. No way: 

"Then you're not getting any!" Jeff singsonged, and licked his fingers clean 

George felt his dick twitch. 

NO WAY. NO. 1 AM NOT GETTING TURNED ON EVEN MORE 

George felt himself blushing again 

"George?" All of a sudden, Jeff's face was inches from his. "George-" And then Jeff was kissing him softly. 
"I" George stuttered when the bassist pulled away. "Please, untie me!" 

"Don't run away. Please." Jeff's eyes were huge as he cut George free. "I want you" 


Maybe it was just the cocaine talking, but George believed it. He wasted no time in tackling Jeff to the bed, 
rutting against his denim-clad thigh and yanking at his button-down. 


"If you wanna play it like this, | can play it like this." George said. "| never knew you were as interested in me 


as | was in you.” 


"God, I've wanted you ever since we showered together that time." Jeff choked out as he stripped out of his 
shirt and jeans. 


"Fuck, you're so pretty." George said, touching Jeff's body all over. He was slim and delicate, pale skin flushed 
with lust, and the hair on his chest was soft against George's fingers. George was a stark contrast, muscular 


and tanned, and virtually hairless. 


"How do you wanna-" George was cut off by Jeff flipping them over and settling between George's thighs, 
pushing one of George's legs up. 


"I got you. Don't worry, it feels good. | promise. Might be a little weird at first, but it gets better." 
"How do you know?" 


Jeff only smiled, and then spit on his fingers. 


"We're using spit unless you have lube. Or you wanna use lotion or some shit" 

"Spit..spit is fine." George said, his voice shaking. What if this ruined his and Jeff's friendship? 
"Ready?" 

"| guess." 


Jeff laid his head on George's thigh and spread George's legs a little more. He began stroking George's cock 
with one hand while he slipped a finger in. 


George squeaked. It felt wrong. He felt so dirty, with coke residue on his chest and rope marks on his body, 
Jeff's fingers..doing what they were doing. 


And then Jeff added a second finger and found what he was looking for. 

"AH!" George cried out, twining his hands in Jeff's strawberry blonde waves. “Fuck! What was that?" 

"Your magic spot, Georgie. Feels good, don't it?" 

"Yeah." George breathed. 

Jeff continued his ministrations, and then added a third finger. 

"Hurts." George gritted out. "No more." 

"Just relax. Relax." Jeff whispered, closing his eyes. George focused on how pretty Jeff looked instead of the 
sting. Jeff could've been an angel; his long lashes rested against his rosy cheeks and red-blonde fringe fell over 
his forehead. He was beautiful, George decided. The most beautiful human George had ever laid eyes on 

"Do you want me to make love to you?" Jeff asked quietly. 

‘|. don't think I'm ready for that." George whispered. "I'm sorry." 

"Don't be. | wanna take this at a pace that makes you comfortable." 

Jeff continued with his fingers, crooking them up and hitting George's spot with each thrust. At some point, he 
had stopped jerking George off and started stroking his own cock, and between Jeff's fingers in his ass and 


watching Jeff's face as he pleased himself, George felt himself hurtling closer and closer. 


"l'm gonna come!" 


"Wait-Just a second-FUCK!" Jeff gasped. George felt Jeffs hand come down over his mouth, muffling his cries. 
Jeff collapsed on George's chest, smearing come and sweat all over both of them. 

"Holy shit" George breathed 

"Yeah." Jeff agreed. 

"You're pretty like this." 

"What, ruined?" Jeff giggled. "You're always pretty.” 

"You are too, Jeff" 

"You-OH FUCK, George, the bus leaves in forty-five minutes!" 

"SHIT!" 

"We gotta get showered and packed! Fuck!" 

"Wanna join me?" George asked, a mischievous glint in his eye as he opened the bathroom door. 


"Always." 


